TUMBLING  IN   THE   HAY
" Did you ever hear of the Rasher ?" I turned
the question on to Golly, to whom everything and
everybody were known.
" No," said Golly, " but I often heard tell of a pig's
ear: first thing in the morning with a pint of butter-
milk. There was a medicaPs pal who shall be nameless,
as the saying is. A hard chaw if there ever was one.
After a terrible night drinking shebeen poison and
all that kind of a thing in the kips, he was feeling
so bad that he was afraid to look in the morning paper
for fear that he'd find his name in the Obituary
Column. It was he who told me first about the pig's
ear. Half toasted; but don't burn all the grizzle."
"He had more reason to expect to find himself
among the Births," said Barney, " for he was the fellow
who sold himself as a corpse to Professor Frazer up
in the Surgeons', and when he crawled out of the sack
at night only to find that his pals had drunk all the
proceeds, * It's the last time I'll die for you, you
ungrateful huers,' sez he."
" Don't forget the buttermilk."
And Golly looked at us for approbation of his
homely prescription for those who, forgetful of the
diversion of the ambrosial night, considered only the
morning's melancholy.
" Did you ever try it yourself ?" asked Weary, who
as a rule never made a gaffe.
We felt slightly embarrassed, for it was rather too
personal a question.
" No, but a pig's ear is better than a rasher with
a pint of buttermilk in the morning."
So that's how Rasher Doyle must have got his
name, thought I.
" Many's the time Old Friery told me he had one
fried in the Hay Hotel."
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